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THE DING 
NAVAL SONGSTER, 


— 


O R 


Jack Tar's Cheſt of Conviviality. 5 


+» INTRODUCTION; 


Which, as. I'm a good-natured. little fellow, 1 
will give you leave to read, ſing, chaunt, 
Or — let it alone. e 9 

DDS curſe it, Tom, you are as queer as an old 
woman with her noſe off, and as rumbuſtical as 

a ſow in a hurricane; 'tis in vain to argue with you 

for — Botheration, ſays Tom, you'll make me as mad 

as fire preſently, with your ifs and fors, and your rea- 
ſonings and arguments, — I adviſe you for your own | 


— 


A 2 | good; 


(4-3 
good 3 then why refuſe a friendly requeſt ? = Begin, 
ank-bottle your pallet, . the deck your eaſel, and here's 
a ſcrap of paper for your canvas. — Tom, ſays I, 


. Jooking with a face as grave as muſtard, you are one 
of the moſt obſtinate beings that ever God manufac- 


tured ; and, when you have once conceived an idea, 
tis in vain to argue with you of its impropriety or ab- 
ſardity. Now you know that I am as little acquainted 
with painting as I am with cuckolgdom, neither of : which 
have I ever ſtudied; I therefore conclude, that, when a 
perſon attempts a thing he is inadequate to the per- 


© formance of, he not only diſplays his ignorance but 


his folly, — D=n my ſiſter's pin-cuſhion! but — Avaſt, 
my dear fellow, ſays I, never ſuffer paſſion to run foul 
of reaſon; *tis weak, and ſhews a lack of wiſdom. 
I'd rather make an attempt to accompliſh your wiſh 


than ſuffer you to fall into the devil's clap-net of 


paſſion... I think. you requeſted me to ſketch out the 
portraiture of a ſailor. I will attempt it. 
A ſailor — is a ſharp blade indeed if kept whened | 
with good diet; but bad uſage makes him as NE and 
uſeleſs as an old razor. 
The better ſailor he is, he bacumes the more a 
and fancies himſelf like a ſheet- anchor, to be reſerved 
For deſperate occaſions ; he has been an active fellow, 


and would be ſo ſtill, were he but fairly dealt with; 
boy 


LES NT w 


ww 


wo 


— 


tis; 


but, cc ſmite my crooked. timbers,” fays be, <« the 
uſeful cur is made to turn the ſpit, whilſt my * 8 
lap · dog runs away with the roaſt meat. 75 

He loves ſhort voyages as he does ſhort prayers, and 
it 1s hard to al which of 2 5 e Tg | 


oſteneſt. 


His whole truſt is on the wind and ſea, that are as 


inconſtant and treacherous as a woman, and he knows 


it; but what can a man do that is linked to all three 
by the chain of deſtiny? The beſt way is to keep a 
ſharp look out, he cries; and he truſts juſt as much ta. 


his wife*s conſtancy as to a ſmooth ſea; he knows full 


well that both are at the | mercy of 1 elements, and 
may change in a moment. ee NE 

He can no more ſleep in meets than in a e 
Put him into a feather-bed, and he ſhall fancy himſelf 
ſinking in Davy's locker, upon which he falls to ſwim⸗ 


ming; but fling him up in a hammock, and he ſhall 


lay quiet, and ſleep as ſound as a drunken ſow.” 

If ever he is troubled with dreams, it is when he is 
reduced to a very ſhort allowance, when he begins 
nibbling his fingers ends through greedineſs, which 


wakes him; and, finding himſelf diſappointed of his 
"meſs, he falls curſing his unlucky _ We d—8 | 


the Devil for a pick- pocket. 
His chief ſtation is that hill of Parnaſſus, i fore 
caſtle; here, he and his brother Jacks lie pelting each 
A 3 3 other 


| „ 
other with ſea- wit, and toſs jeſts and oaths about as 
thick and faſt as boys do ſquibs and crackers on the | 


5th of November. 
He is one that is the greateſt Hips the greateſt 
rambler in Chriſtendom; there is not a corner of the 


whole world but he viſits, and yet he rarely makes 
one ſtep out of ſight of his old habitation; but, when he 
once gets aſhore, he pays it off with a vengeance; for, 


; knowing his time to be but ſhort, he crowds all his 
fail, and lives as faſt as poſſible. 


* 


He loves his honour like roaſt beef, and is ways 8 


bend his blood upon any fair quarrelſome occaſion! 
His hands are ſeldom his own when he is drunk, and 
yet they become his boſom friends when he is ſober; 
for, he generally keeps them ſtuck within his breaſt or 
his pockets, not ſo much to keep his heart or his 
money within board, but out of pure principle of not 


expoſing his beſt friends to every rough blaſt, they 


being the only friends he has to traſt to. 

His thoughts reach not much above the topmaſt- 
dead and he pretends not to penetrate beyond his 
eye-fight. He has ſeen in his days more than enough 
to have made any thinking creatufe Wiſe and honeſt ; 


but this brave fellow views all things as ſheep do 


the ſtars, or a dray-horſe what paſſes in Cheapſide, 
without wy OY or refleAion, 


Tom, 


"CSI 

Tom, halls! what in the name of Sons; are you 
gone to ſleep? Well, I gueſs'd how it would, be; but 

you will have your own way. Nou, I. wager my 
noſe to a pinch of ſnuff, that there will not be one 

in ten of my readers who will give themſelves the 
trouble to read through this Introduction, or look at 
the picture: even you yourſelf, with all your partiality 

to the ſubject, could not keep open your peepers till I 

had fimſhed. Well, geod night, my boy ! as I have 

| drawn it, & it ſhall be printed. Rood, Tow, you 
nm! è ü | oY 


BRITANNIA, RULE THE WAVES. 


A, new Song, occaſioned by the Glorious Vico gained 
over the Spaniſh Fleet of Twwenty-ſeven Ships of the 
Line, by a Britiſh Fleet of Fifteen Sail, commanded 9 
Sik Joux Jervis (row Lord St. Vinient). | e 


When Britain late at Heaven's command, 
Rode miſtreſt of the fubjeft main 
Her ians angels, hand in band, 
Sung this melodious joyful ſtrain: 
 Rale, Britannia; Britannia, rule the waves; 
4 Thy Hearts of Oak ſhall ne'er be flaves. 


The nations not ſo bleſt as thee _ 
.- - . Muſt under Gallic bondage fall; 
Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh; great and free, . 
The dread and envy of them all. yi ® 
—_ Irztannia; 3 Ke. 


Thy 


(8). 


Thy ſons the grateful voice ſhall raiſe 
To heroes of immortal fame; 5 
Brave JERv1s firſt demands their praiſe, 
nnr honour'd be his name. 
: " - Rule, Britannia ; 9 ce. 


With half their force the Dons he chasd, 
In Lagos-Bay he ſtruck the blow ; 
Which has the 8 paniſh name diſgrac'd; 
For, never was it brought ſo . a 
Rule, Britannia; xc. 


Their "TI of the World s he took, 
N. more their cauſe he could befriend ; 
Their Saints, their ſcatter d fleet forſook, 

No more aſſiſtance could they lend. : 
Rule, — ce. 


„ CMC  ., 


Ye Britiſh tars to you *tis giv'n, 
: This mighty truth to tell the worlds 
8 Through you th' avenging hand of Heav'n 
Gainſt treach*rous Spain the bolt has hurl'd. 
Rule, Britannia; &. 


No or "Yom the b Frenchman found , 
| With all his arts mankind t*enſlave, - * 
His pow'r ſucceed on Britain's ground, 
3 hs hg her coaſts he finds his grave. 
| Rule, Britannia; Ke. 


While half of Europe owns his ſway, 
Thou ſhalt alone his force withſtand ; 
Full dearly ſhall he rue the day, 
He dares invade thy fertile land. 
5 Rule, Britannia; &c. 


* Tam ſhips-of the line were ES one was named the Savieus 
| f the Werld, and the other three had the name of Saints. 


Then, 


(9 } 5 


Then, Britons, join in loudeſt ſtraĩns, 
The paths of glory ſtill purſue; 
No foe ſhall rule your native plaias, 
While Britons to themſelves are true. - 
Rule, Britannia; Britannia, rule the waves; 
Thy Hearts of Oak ſhall neer be ſlaves. 


THE YEAR NINETY-SEVEN. 


A new Song on the total Owerthrow of the Dutch Fleet, 
on their own Coaſts, on the 11th Day of October, <þ 
the Britiſh Squadron, under ADMIRAL (now LOR 
Duncan. | 5 5 


The year ninety-/ever draws near to a cloſe, ce 

Moſt fatal it has been to ſome of our foes; p 

Let us hope, that, before it does finally end, 

We may teach the remainder their manners to mend. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


Firſt the Spaniards began to vapour and ſtrut. 

They ſwore that brave Jervis to death they would put; 

But, with half of their number, he ſhew'd them ſuch play, 

That their Saints and their Saviour he carried away. 

| | Derry down, &C.. ISL 
The diſgrace of the Daus can hardly be told, Ss of 

For the Frenchmen have borrow? d their Saints made of gold; 

And now , Plymouth ſecures their Saints made of wood, 

Scarcely Mexico's ſelf can make their loſs good. _ 

| 5 Derry down, &. 
Then our Jacobin neighbours, their friendſhip to prove, 


In our feers ſow'd ſedition in brotherly love: 0 
| . i > | ur 


« 


1 


Ds brave zars for a while were doceiv-A and miſled, 


1 thank Heav' 2 the ſtorm ſoon paſs'd over head. 
Derry down, &c. 


Then the Bealee lng threaten'd to give us a call, 

Fo invade and deftroy us the Devil and all; 

But brave Dux cAN has cured them of that idle thought, 

The beſt pare of their fleet he has home with him brought. 
Derry down, &c. 


How glorious a thing for the Dutchmen to. ſee, 


- 'Their fleet ſo roughly handled by Britons ſo free; 


No pow'r to relieve them, none aid could afford, 
Their — maſts went cloſe by the board. 

| Derry down, &c. 
Behold France, Spain, and Holland, we've bang'd them all 
No hopes now remains to invade Britiſh ground; round, 
Should their boaſted Breſ fleet come once more out of port, 


To —— with their maſters, they ſoon would reſort. 


Derry down, &c. 


The Dire&ory tell us to Peace they” re inclin'd, [mind; 
When we've beat them once more we ſhall be of their 


Their haughty demeanour muſt yet be brought low, 
Or there” $ no . for Europe we very well know. 


Derry down, &c. 


To our brave Britiſh tars all praiſe let us give, 
May they long in the love of their countrymen live; ; 


To them may their King and their country be dear, 
F or, whye Britons are loyal, they*ve nothing to fear, 
Derry down, ee. | 


Then fill up your glaſſes, let this Þe your toaſt, 

May we ſtill have a Jervis or Duncan to N 

To Heav'n let's be grateful for what it has lent, 

If we cannot have Peace, let's at leaſt have Content“ 
Deny don, down, N K down. 


MEG 


it, 


(u) 
MEG OF WAPPING. 
A new Song; euritten and Jung by Mr. Dino. 


Twas landlady Meg that mud ſuch rum flip, 
Pull away, pull away, heartiesz 

At Wapping ſhe liv'd, 20 the ſign of the Ship, 
Where tars meet in ſuch jolly arties: 


| She'd ſhine at the play, and ſhe'd jig at the ball, 


All rigg'd out ſo gay and fo topping, 
For ſhe marry'd fix huſbands and bury*d them all, 
Pull away, pull away, pull away, I ſay, 
What d*ye think of my Meg of Wapping ? 


The firſt was old Bluff, with a ſwinging purſe, : 


Pull away, pull aa, y boys; 


joll | 
He was caſt away ſaid Meg who cares a 1 


As for grieving, why, Lond, that's a folly, boys. 


. The ſecond in command was blear- ey d Ned, 


While the ſurgeons his limbs were a lopping, 

A nine-pounder came and ſmack'd off his head, 
Pull away, pull away, 1 away, I ſay, 
Rare news for my Meg of Wapping. 


Then ſhe marry'd to Sam, and Sam lov'd a * 


Pull away, pull away, brother; 


So groggy Sam =. got, and the ſhip blew up, 


And Meg to look for another. 
The fourth 7 was bold Ben, who at danger would ſmile, 
Till his courage a crocodile ſtopping, | 
Made his breakfaſt of Ben on the banks of the Nile, 
Pull away, pull away, pull away, I ſay, 
What a fortunate Meg of Wapping. 


Stay — who. was the fifth? Oh, *twas Dick ſo neats 


Pull away, pull away, ſo merry; 
And the ſavages Dick both kill'd and eat, 


* poor Meg ſhe was forc'd to take Jerry. 5 
| Death 
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| Such curious clapping-tongue had the, 


; c 12 ) 


. * 


i Death again Road her friend; for, kill'd in a fray, 


Hie allo the grave chane'd to pop in; 


So now with my ſong I ſhall ſoon belay, 


Pull away, pull away, pull away, belay © - 
The fix huſbands of Meg of Wapping. ; 


But I did not tell you how that ſhe. marry d ſeven, 5 


Pull away, pull away, ſo neatly; 
*Twas honeſt Tom Trip, and he {nt her to Hear a. 
And her ſtrong box rummag d hyectly : 


For, Meg growing old, a 1 dotard — 


And muſt after a hoy needs be hopping; 


So the popp'd off; and Tom, with the girl that he lov'd, 


Pull away, pull away, pull away, I fay, 
hiners of e of e 


poll. or WAPPING. 
4 Parady on: MEG or Warrizo. 


Written. by T. Disofx, ond ſing by Dieuron. 
at SaDT ERS WELLS, : 


Twas dt Stepney-church I was fplic'd to Doll, 
Pull away, pull away, together; | 


In wedloek you l oft times meet with a full, 


But I found it all foul weather: 


GE 


Doll's muſic there was no we 


So in leſs than a week I put off to 


Pull away, pull away, pull wing, I fay, 
What a devil. of a Doll of Wapping. 5 


1 falld for Jamaica to give her the flip, | 


Pull away, pull away, yo ho, there! 
But, ſoon finding my latitude, Doll took a trips 
e ſhe prelencly had me in tow there. 4 


88 


(i $2 3 


80 again I was forc'd to lead the old life, 
And to India was fain to be hopping, ü 
here landing, the firſt that I met was — my wife! 
Pull away, pull away, pull away, I fay, 
What d'ye think of my Doll of Wapping ? 
At Calcutta ſhe jaw'd for three weeks and a day, 
Pull away, pull away, fo tine 0! 15 
Where 1 luckily ſhipp'd her for Botany-Bay, 
And myſelf ſet fail for China | 
But, juſt as I counted on the end of my tolls, 
Never dreaming of what was to happen, 
We were both caſt away near the Phillipine Iſles, 
Pull away, pull away, pull away, I fay,” 
What a chop for my Doll of Wapping. 
Well, what would you have? All my buffetings paſt, 
Pull away, pull away, d'ye mind mem: 
I'm nere *mong the ſavages moor'd at laſt, 
Where Doll is not able to find me. 

Safe out of the reach of her d—n'd flack ja, 
With plenty of grub for popping,  _. 
I'm, ſnug along ſide of this tight young ſqaw! 

Pull away, pull away, pull away, belay, 
And ihe devil take Doll of Wapping. 
% Le boa © ve 
——— ——— — 


CAPERING ASHORE. 
[See the FRONTISPIECE.[ 


Poll, dang it how d' ye do, 
Nan, won't you give's à buſs, 
Why what's to do wr you. 5 
Why here's a pretty fuſs; ' © © 
Say, ſhall we kiſs and toy? 
I »˖‚˖˙ Ss 
Oh! I'm the ſailer boy : 
For capering aſhore. 
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Father he apprentic'd me 
All to a coaſting-ſhip, 
I b'ing reſolv'd d'ye ſee 
To give em all the ſlip; 
J got to Yarmouth: fair, 


Where I had been before, +, 


So father found me there 
A capering aſhore. 


Next out to India 
Il˖ went a guinea-pig, 
We got to Table-Bay ; 
hut mind a pretty rig; 
The ſhip, driving out to ſea, 
Left me, and many more, 
Among the Hottenpots 
A capering aſhore. 


I loves a bit of hop, 


Life's ne'er the worſer for't, 


If in my wake ſhould drop 


A fiddle,. © That's your ſort!“ 


Thrice tumble up a hoy, 
Once get the labour o'er, ' 

Then ſee the ſailor boy 
A capering aſhore. 


— 
* 
. 7 4 — - Y 3 7 
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SWEETHEARTS AND WIVES. 


By R. Rv 1 Ep. 


Brother me/mates come let us be jolly, 
And drown all our ſorrows in grog 5 


Our chaplain declares tis a folly 


Ihe heart of a ſeaman to clog: 


Tux Ez. — Dispin's Zar for all Weathers. 


Thoug 


Pd 


225 


| (avs IF -- 
Though hk blow and ftorms appear daily, 
While ploughing: the ocean ſo wide, 


We foot it and booze it ſo gaily, 
The rudder of  bope for our guide. 


Cnoaus. 
Sing whack my dear creature be eaſy, 
May we hve all the reft of our aivess x 


He's a 6roth of a lad and not crazy, 


When drinking to Sweethearts and Wiots 


Our boatfwain 5 A true-hearted fellow, 
On deck how he unſhips his cares; 
You'd laugh for to-ſee him ſo mellow, 
When piping all hands up to pray'rs: 
Tom Coxfwain the cann will be filling, 
Well known for à ftadnch jolly dog, 
No one at the capſtery more willing, 
.A friend to good humour and grog. | 
; , CHonte'is before 


Then wn give me the girl I love dearly, 


ales and a tight-looking ſhip, 
1 chough matters go very queerly, 
They*ll fink in a bowl of good flip 
Lon life to our worthy commander, 
ile ſharing the fortune of war, 
And f periſh the NN ſlayder 
' The fame of a jolly Fack Tar. | 
Cnokus as before. 


1 MARY. - 
Sung at SADLERS* WELLS. 
Tus. — Dipp1N's Sailor*s Dare 


The deck was clear'd, the gallant band 
Of -Britiſh tars each other cheering ; * 
Each kindly ſhook his meſſmate's — ; 
With hearts reſolv'd, nor dangers fearing: 
B 2 Ben 


4 706-1): 


Ren Block turn'd pale, yet *twas not fear, 
Ben thought he had beheld ſome fairy, 

When on the deck he ſaw appear, 
In ſeaman's dreſs, his faithful Mary. 


Her cheek aſſum'd a crimſon glow, 


Yet, ſuch for love her noble daring, 
No pray'rs could keep her down below, 
With Ben ſhe'd ſtay, all perils ſharing. 
When cruel fate ordain'd it ſo, _ 
_ Ere Ben had time to ſay How fare ye! 
An envious ball convey'd the blow, 
That clos'd in death the eyes of Mary. 
Ben's arms receiv'd the falling fair, 
Grief, rage, and love, his boſom tearing ; 
His eyes reflecting wild deſpair, | 
No more for bt: or ſafety caring. — 
Cloſe came the foe. Ben madly cry'd, 


« Ye adyerſe pow'rs come on, I dare ye!“ 


Then, ſpringing from the veſſel's ſide, 
Ruſh'd on the foe, and dy'd for Mary. 


THE PRETTY GIRL I LOVE. 
Sung by Mr. DzNMAN at VAUXHALL. 


Written by Mr. UpTon. 


Jack Oakum was a gallant ar, 
And doated on his lovely Poll, 
Whoſe charms were like the morning: ſtar, 
And radiant as tie beams of Sol: 
To live and to each other true, 
"They ſwore by every Saint above; 
And Jack, wherever ſailing to, 

Gave — Here's the pretty girl I love! 


It 


Is 
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It chanced once they-made a port, 
Where Beauty held its magic reign, 
And each bold tar, in am*rous ſport, 
Forgot the perils of the main. 
Round went the glaſs, the Jeſt and whim, 
The ſong. and toalt at ev ry move; 
Vet Jack, whęeneꝰer they call d on him, 
Gave — Here's the pretty girl I love! 


Thus faithful Jack, in every elime, 
True to his girl, dwelt on her charms; 
And ſoon arriv'd the happy time, 
When each were lock'd in others arms: 
Safe they have made the nuptial coaſt, 
And Jack, once more his love to prove, 
When aſk'd by friendſhip for his toaſt, 
Gave, — Here 5 the pretty. girl 1 love! / 


\ | _ A NEW SEA SONG. 
; 2 R. Rusrzb. | 
125 Ter. — DiBDiIx's Chelſea Penfloner. 


Come fill the bowl, my jovial ſoul, + 
And let us merry be; 

Pledge thoſe that fail from pole to vets, 
And then, brave boys, to ſea: 

While fav'ring gales are veering round, 

The Vict'ry leads the n 2. 

And though, my lads, we re outward bound, 
Let's toſs the flowing cann. 


Farewel to lovely Sal and Sue, 
The girls for mirth and fun; 
Land- lubbers, ſkulkers, all adieu, f 
Who, matchleſs, fight and run, 
B 3 The 


EEE 
The ſhiv'ring ſails begin to TOY 
'The 3 anchor's weigh'd; 
Old England's chalky cliffs farewel; 
Then, ſhipmates, who's afraid? 


For, though the raging billows roar, 
And winds inceffarit blow; 4d 
We cheerly quit yon craggy ſhore, 
To meet the daring foe: : 
And if, by chance, a fatal ball 
Should ere miſchievous fly, 
Adieu, then, to the boatſwain's call, 
Tis be, Jack, you, or J. 
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NEW FAL DE RAL TIT. 


Written by Mr. LoxSDaALE, and ſung by Mr. Dio n- 
rox, at SADLERS? WELLS, 


| Come, Seed ſheer off with your lack; jaw, 
5 Or I'll make your crazy fides to yaw; 
Dye chiok for to hum good ſubjects ſo? 
Why, man, tis all my eye! 
You may thew you gim-cracks where you may, 
I'm a plain Jack Tar, Bet, that's my way, 
And to all that foreign ſwabs can ſay, 
. ſings Fal de ral tit. 


It was neither che girls, nor drink, nor debt, 
Drove me to ſea. <= Now was it, Bet ? 
I ſaid ſo then, and J ſay it yet, 
It was all to /arve my kin 
Then d—n me! why ſhould a French monſieur, 
Ever come for to go, for to ſay this here, 
That an Engliſh heart has that to fear, 
: : While he ſings Fal de ral tit? 
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Now becauſe I am'gigping it here aſhore, 

You may think I go to ſea no more, 

And I don't, d'ye mind, blame you therefore, 
SQQaauſe I ſhould a faid the ſame; 

But, Lord! I'm none of your ſkulking ſwells, 

'Fhough ] likes a trip to Sadlers' Wells, 
And there when I ſees the beaux and the belles, 

Why then I ſings Fal de ral tit. 


Then, Bet, my girl, ſince my mind you know, 
Let us take one ſpell before. we go; - 
All hands on deck for a dance, yo ho! 
Why fiddlers that's your fort: 
Should a true Jack Tar up aloft there be, 
Mayhap he'd like to join with me, 
Take a pO friſk, then off to ſea, 
And there ſing Fal de ral tit. 


. — 


A NEW SONG. 


G H- 
Sung by Mr, TownsEnD, in HARLEQUIN and 
3 on 309 OO NSNRONGE <=. | 
Since our foes to invade us have long been preparing, F | 
Tis clear they conſider we*ve ſomething worth ſharing, _ 
And for that mean to viſit our ſhore; 7 _ 
It behoves us, however, with ſpirit to meet em, 
Y, And though *twill be nothing uncommon to beat em, 


We muſt try how they'll take it once more. 
% oO ML, * 
So fill, fill your glaſſes, and be this toaſt giv'n, 
Here's England for ever! the land, boys, we live in. 


Here's a health to our tars on the wide ocean ranging, 
Perhaps even now ſome broadfides are exchanging, . 
We'll on ſhip-board and join in the fight; 
> And, when with the foe we are firmly engaging, 
| Till the fire of our guns lulls the fea in its raging, 
On our country yell think with delight.” 
If Cnokus as before. 


On, 


— 


Now 
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on _ throne where ance Ages with * was ſeated, 
Long, long, may our King by his people be eted! 
Oh, to guard him wel be of COPS 25 
May religion, law, order, be ſtrictly defended, 
And continue the bleſſings they ſirſt were intended, 
In union whe. nation to bind. | | 
Cnox us as before. 


HONEST HEART OF A TAR. 
A new Song, Jung at SADLERS' WELLs.- 


My girl, though no fortune to offer, 
Pve ſomething to put on a par; 

Come here and accept of my o 
The kind honeſt hear: of a 7; *. 


Neꝰ er let ſuch a trifle as this is, 
Girl, be to your pleafure a bar; 
- Yow'lt be rich, though tis only in kiſſes, 
With the kind honeſt Heart 25 a Tar. 


. Beſides, I'm none of your ninnies, 
The next time I come from afar, | 
PII bring you your lap full of guineas, 
With the kind honeſt Heart of a Tur. 


J have this here to fay now, and mind 1 it, 
If love that no hazard can bar; | 
_ Your ſeeking you'll certainly find it, 
1 n the kind honeſt heart of: a Tar. 
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Sung by Me. Baxnisrer, in a Faix, IN Nxxp. 


When to old England I come . 
5 F al lal, &e. 
What ; ay to ſee the tankard foam. | 
Fal lal, &c. 

When 


* 
= — - Car bi 
CAL. 
2 1 1 


5 I ſpy the name of 


r 


When treading London's ane ground, 
If. e'er I feel my ſpirits tire, 
I haul my fail, look up around. 
In ſearch of Whitbread”s beſt entire. 
I ſpy the name of Calvert, 
Of Curtis, Cox, and Co. 
I give a cheer and bawl for't, 
. A pot of porter ho! 
When to old England I come. home, 
What joy to ſee the tankard foam; 
With h-art ſo light and frolic high, f 
I drink it off to Liberty. _ 


Where wine or water can be found 


Fal lal, &c. 
I've travell'd far the world around, | 
Fal lal, &. 
Again J hope before I die, a 


Of England's cann the taſte to try; - 
For, many a league I'd go about, 
To take a draught of Gore's ſtout: 
Tueman, 

Of Maddox, Meux; and Co. 
The ſight makes me a new man, 
A pot of porter ho! 


. THE SIGH— ADIEU! 
Sung by Maſter WELCH, in the SHIPWRECK. 


On board the Valiant we ſet ſail, 
The ſtreamer waving in the wind; 
The ſails, diſtended by the gale, 
_  Seem'd to forget the ſhores behind: 
The ſailor to the topmaſt flies, 
To wave his handkerchief i in air, 
And on the tow'ring cliff deſcries 
. His own true Polly weeping there, 


And hears her ſigh — Adieu! 
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Now frefher blew / the ſou-weſt gale, 
In peace no more the billows fleep, 


The ſtorm that rent the ſwelling ſail, 


Loud murmur'd o'er the ſullen deep: 
No more the ſailor ſees the land, 

Yet. waves. his handkerchief in air, 
In vain he ſeeks the well-known ſtrand, 

To-find his own true Polly there, 

And hear her ſigh — Adieu! 
The ſtorm grown louder ſplit the maſt, 

The hurricane more fiercely blows, 
And as againſt the rocks we caſt, 

Our veſſel to the bottom goes: 


The ſailor to the topmaſt flies, 


To wave his bandkerchief in 25 


And on the tow' ring cliffs he tries 
To find his own true Polly there, 


And hear her High — Adieu ! 


_ "THE JOLLY DOG. . 
| Tu NE, = Chelſea Penſfioner. 


On board the good ſhip Molly, 
I ſail'd from Plymouth-Sound, 
And left behind my Polly, - 
To trace the world around : 
To fear I am no ſtranger, 
But jovial, bold, and free, 
And, for to brave all danger, 
Reſolv'd to go to ſea. 
And now on board ſo cheerly, 
I drink my flip and grog, 
My meſſmates love me dearly, 
And call me jolly dog; 


To reef or ſteer, 'or mount the ſhrouds, 
Or on the main-top- face the clouds, 
Drunk, ſober, wet, or dry. | 
To England then with pleaſure: 
I bid a long farewel, _ | 
In hopes to gain ſome treaſure, 
And poverty repel : 
But, if on board the Molly, 
A fatal cannon-ball, 
Should rob me of my Polly, 
Why then adieu to all. 


THE SAILOR's JOURNAL. 
Written and ſung by Mr. DI BDI. c : 


'T'was polt meridian half- paſt four, 
By ſignal I from Nancy parted, 
At fix, the linger'd on the ſhore, 
With. up- lift hands and broken hearted : 
At ſeven, while tort'ning the fore-ſtay, 
I ſaw her faint, — or elſe *twas fancy; 
At eight, we all got under weigh, 
And bid a long adieu to Nancy. 


Night came, and now eight bells had rung, 2 
While careleſs ſailors, ever cheerly, 
On the mid-watch ſo jovial ſung, | 
With tempers labour cannot weary: 
I, little to their mirth inclin'd, 
While tender thoughts ruſh'd on my fancy, 
And my warm ſighs increas'd the wind, 
Lock'd on the moon, and thought of Nancy. 


And now arriv'd that jovial night, 
When ev'ry true-bred tar carouſes; 
When o'er the grog all hands delight 
To toaſt their ſweethearts and their ſpouſes: _ 
| | — Round 


Me 2 


( 24 ): 


Round went the cann, the jeſt, the glee; 
While tender wiſhes fill'd each fancy; 
And when; in turn, it came to me, 
I heav'd a ſigh, and toaſted Nancy. 


Next morn a ſtorm came on at four, 
At ſix, the elements in motion * : 
Plung'd me and. three poor ſailors more 
Headlong within the foaming ocean: 
Poor wretches, they ſoon found their graves, 
For me,— (it may be only fancy,) 
But love ſeem'd to forbid the waves 
- To ſnatch me from the arms of Nancy. 


Scarce the foul hurricane was clear'd, 
And winds and waves had ceas'd to rattle, 
When a bold enemy appear'd, 5 
And, dauntleſs, we prepar'd for battle: 
Ard now while ſome lov'd friend or wife, 
Like lightning, ruſh'd on ev'ry fancy, 
To Providence I truſted life, 
Put up a pray'r, and thought of Nancy. 


At laſt, twas in the month of May, 

The crew, — it being lovely weather, 
At three A. M. diſcover'd day, 

And England's chalky cliffs together: 
At ſeven, up channel now. we bore, 

When hopes and fears ruſh*d on my fancy ; ; 
At twelve, I gaily jumpt on ſhore, 

And to my oe”. heart preſs'd _— 


CHARMING MOLLY. 

l | Written by R. Rusr ED. 

: ; Tu NE. — Sailors Journal. 
On board the grog went cheerly round, 


Each honeſt tar, — oh, how delighted! 


From Madagaſcar, home ward bound, 


The pleaſing — their toil reqauited: g 
The 


The 
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The carin-was fill'd, *rwas fill'd again, 
Reſoly'd to drown dull melancholy, 
Nor did each ſea- lad pledge in vain, 

«« Succeſs attend the Charming Molly.“ 


Blue lightning flaſh'd and thunder roll'd, 
The raging tempeſt fiercely, howling, 
When hardy tars, ſo brave and bold, 

Can, fearleſs, reach the main top-bowline : 
And when the boatſwain pipes aloud, 

Den thoſe that ſay they won't be jolly, 

And nimbly mount the mizen-ſhroud, 
Whene'er on board the Charming Molly. 


Once more hand round the boozing cann, 
Sweethearts and wives we'll drink with pleaſures 
So here's long life to ſaucy Nan, 
Board or on ſhore my only treaſure: 
Next then, my lads, let's drink the King ; 
And, though the winds ſeem e'er ſo  {qually, 
Brave loyal tars can jovial ſing, 
Safe moorings to the Charming Molly. 2” 


But now behold the ſhiv? ring fails, 
Mieſſmates, while we're to windward plying,  . 
By fav'ring light propitious gales, | 

Yon craggy ſhore with glee deſcrying: 

Land-lubbers, now in groups purſue 

Your difſipation, pride, and folly; 
Three cheers, my lads, the harbour view, 


Vo, yea! on board the Charming Molly. 
ADMIRAL DUNCAN's VICTORY. 
A new Song, 


Tux E. — Hearts of Oak. 


Ye true ſons of Britain, whoſe valour and zeal 
All Europe muſt honour,” all nations muſt feel; 


C While 
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F 5 Icrown'd, 
While with wreaths of freſh laurels your temples are 
And the thunder of conqueſt oer the ocean reſound: 
Brave Dux ca led the way, Britiſh tars won the day; 
Whoſe hearts, warm and fleady, 

| Mere loyal and ready, 
To prove that our glory will never decay. 


Our navy triumphant ſhall guard our fair iſle, 
Where the Loves and the Graces exultingly ſmile, 
Where the natives are dauntleſs, and ftill ſhall be bleſt, 
For the bulwark of freedom is rear'd in each breaſt : 
Then for Duncan let's join a wreath to entwine, 
; While true-Britiſh glory, 
Shall live in our ſtory; 
For, fame gives to valcur a tide divine, 


The breezes that bore them acroſs the wide ſea, 

Like the champions of virtue and Britain, were free; 

The white foaming billows were gliit'ring and gay, 

Reflecting with triumph the heav'n ſmiling day? 
Britiſn tars ſhall reign o'er the vaſt ſwelling main, 

With hearts warm and ready, 
Undaunted and ſteady, 
To lead them to conquer again and again. 


The guardians of Albion each peril can brave, [wave; 
Like the ſun fraught with glory, though rough as the 
Like the winds to all points ſhall their valour extend, 
And their minds prove as firm as the rock they defend; 
Let the loud roaring main echo back the proud ſtruin, 

_ © +OQur tars ſhall be ready, | 

_ Undaunted and fteady, | 

To prove their own valour again and again. 


THE 


'bleſt, 
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' THE SHIPWRECK'D TAR. 


Written and fimg 


E Mr. DiBbix, at bis Sans Souci. 
Eſcap'd with life in tatters, 


- Behold me ſafe aſhore, 
Such trifles little matters, 
I'll ſoon get togs galore; 3 
For, Pol ſwore when we parted 
No chance her faith ſhould jar, 
And PolPs too tender hearted © 
Fo ſhghe a ſhipwreck'd Tar. 


To Poll: his courſe ftraight ſteering, 


He haſtens on apace, 


Poor Jack can't get a hearing, 


She never faw his face; 


From Meg, and Doll, and Kitty, 


Relief is juſt as far, 
Not one his the leaſt pity ' 


For a poor ſhipwreck d Tar. = 
This, whom he thought love's needle, 
Now his fad mis'ry mocks, © © '/ 
That wants to call the beadle _ _. 
To ſet him in the-ſtocks: -  / 
Cry'd Jack, this is hard dealing, - 5 
The elements at war | 


| Than this had kinder feeling, 


They ſpar'd a ſhipwreck d Tar. 


But all their taunts and fetches . 


A judgement are on me, 


f 1 for theſe hard'ned wretches, ; : 


Dear Nancy, ſtighted thee: 
But, ſee !\ poor Tray aſſails me, 
His miſtreſs is not far, 
He wags his tail and hails me, 
Though a poor ſhipwreck'd Tar. 
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_ *'Fwas faithful-love that brought. him, 
Oh, leflon for mankind ! 

'Tis one, cry*d-ſhe, I taught him; 
For, on my conſtant mind 

Thy i image dear was graven; 
And how remov'd each bar, 

My arms ſhall be the haven | 
For my poor ſhipwreck'd Tar. 


Heaven and my love reward thee, 
Pm ſhipwreck'd hut I'm rich, 
All ſhall with pride regard thee, 

Thy pride ſhall fo bewitch 
With wonder each fond fancy, 

That children, near and far, 
Shall liſp the name of Nancy, h 

That ſav'd her ſhipwreck'd Tar. 


 Tuxs. — 4 Begging we will go. 


Come buſtle, buſtle, drink about, 


And let us merry be; 


Our cann is full, we'll pump it out, 


And then all hands to ſea. 
i And a failing we will go. 


Fine Miſs at dancing-ſchool i is taught 
The minuet to tread ; 
But we go better when we've brought 


The =o. -tack to cat-head. 
N And a failing we will go, 


The Jockies call, Tb horſe, to horſe ! 
And ſwiftly ride the race; 
But ſwifter far we ſhape our courſe, 


When we are giving cha/?. 
i And a ſailing 1 we will go. 


When 


ill go. 


11 go, 


11 go. 
When 
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When horns and ſhouts the foreſt rend, 
His pack the huntſman cheers; 
As loud we hollow when we ſend 


A broadfide to Moumſcers. 
And a failing we will go. 


The cuba, their names 5 at opera, ſquall 
With muſic fine and ſoft; ; 
But better ſounds our 3 call 
All . all bands, alt!! 
And a failing we will go. 


With gold and filver ſtreamers fine, 
Tube ladies rigging ſhew; 
But Engliſh ſhips more grander ſhine, 
When prizes home we tou. | 
And a failing we will go. 


What”s got at ſea we ed on ſhore 
With ſweethearts or our wives; 
And then, my boys, Haiſt ſail for more, 
Thus paſſes — ſailort lives. 
* And a failing we wil x go. 


A MEDLEY. 


Sung by Mr. Dye, at the RovalTY-THEaTRE. 


Ceaſe, rude ores: bluſt"ring railer, 
Lift, ye landſmen, all to me; 
Meſſmates, hear a brother ſailor 
Sing the dangers of the ſea. — 
—I that onee was a plough-boy 
A ſailor am now, 
No lad half ſo happy as I; — 
— Sweet Poll of Plymouth was my dear, 
When forc'd from her to 
ONS then I was 8 aue 
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Fo {mg a little, and laugh a little, 
And*fwear a little, and dance a little, 
And fwig the flowing Cann, — 
— The- wand”ring ſailor ploughs the main 
A competence in life to gain, 
_ Undauntzd braves the ſtormy ſeas, 
To fin d at laſt content and eaſe, — 
— Jas in the good ſhip Rover, 
LY ſail'd the world around. 
And for three years and over 
I ne'er touch'd Britiſh ground. 
— Although a tar I'm ſtranded, 
And my fortune's awreck, 
"Whilſt two planks are together ; 
III ſtill will keep the deck. 
[Speaks] — Gad, an honeſt heart ſhould never deſpatry 
For, they fay, there's a cherub 
Sits perch'd up aloft, 
Will keep watch for the life of poor Jack. — 
r ] — Split the timbers of deſpair; and ſhiver 
[& he hulk of melancholy ; for, — 
Britons beſt bulwarks are our wooden walls. —- 


\ 


Hearts of oak are our ſhips, jolly tars are our men, 


We always are ready, 

Steady, boys, ſteady, 
We'll fight and we'll conquer again and again. 
— 80 — Rule, Britann: ©; Britannia, rule the waves; 
For, Britons never. will by ſlaves ! . | Repeat 


THE WAVES WERE HUSH*D. 
A favourite. Sea- Song, by Mr. UyTox. 
Sung by Mr. Dionum, af VAUXHALL. 


The waves were huſh*d, the cy ſerene, 
When ſailing on the main, 
Ben, from the main- top, view'd the ſce:: e, 


And ſung in tender train, 
Dear 


pair; 


\ 


hiver 


ves; 
edi. 


Dear 
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Dear gal, this pickufe round my neck, . 


Which bears thy Hkeneſs true, 
Shall e'er my faithful boſom deck, 
Which chiobs for only you. 


Still was the night when laſt on ſhore | 
We took a parting kiſs, -- 

And warm the vows each other ſwore . 
To meet again in bliſs: 

A token then my Sally gave, 
*T1s this Which now 1 view, 

And in my heart ſhall ever live, 
Which throbs for only you. 


Sweet Sall, whenever you may rove, | 


Ah! kindly think on me, 


And this dear ſemblance of my love 


Shall prove I doat on ther: 
Wherever bound, by night or day, 
Still as the needle true, 
My conſtant heart ſhall never ſtray, 
Which throbs for only vou 


T HE BED OF 'HONOQUR. 


Sung by Mr. DenMaAN, at VAUXHALL: 


Ned oft had brav'd the field of battle, 
Had oft endur'd the keeneſt woe; 


And oft been wounded by the foe: 


His heart was kind, to fear ſtranger, 


The name of Briton was his pride, 
He nobly ſcorn'd to ſhrink from danger, 
And on the Bed of Honour dy'd. 
For, ſaid Ned, whate'er befals, 
A Briton ſeorns to flinch or whine, 
He'll cheerful go where duty calls, 
And brave all ills, but never pine. - 


| Had been where deep-mouth'd cannons rattle, 


WS 


a * 
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Ned lov'd fincere the charming Kitty, 
She ſaw, with tears, her ſoldier go; 
And pray'd kind Heav'n to grant her pity, 
And ſhield her Edward from the foe. 
My love, he cry'd, thy grief give over, 
Thoſe tears difgrace a ſoldier's bride, 
But hapleſs Kitty loft her lover, | 
Who on the Bed of Honour dy'd. 


For, ſaid Ned, &c. 


Though war's dread tempeſt flew around him, 
Though difmal groans aſſail'd his ear, 
Firm in her int'reſt Honour found him, 
_ Unus'd to ſhame, untaught by fear: 
Such was his valour, ſuch his merit, 
His country's welfare was his pride; 
He, pierc'd by wounds, maintain'd his ſpirit, 
And on the Bed of Honour dy'd. 
. For, ſaid Ned, &c. 


1 1 


THE SAILOR BOY. 
A Sea-Song. | 


Written by Mr. Cross, and ſung by Mr, Here, at 
— the Cr&crs. : 


To Davy Jones old dad was gone, 
And mother likewiſe dead, 
When little I was left alone, 
To labour for my bread. + 
; No matter! I ne'er pip'd. my eye, 
; I hof care attack'd me ſore, 
But ſoon became a ſailor boy, 
And left all care on ſhore. 


— 


4 


Co 


at - 


All 


g | 


( 330 
| my 2 1-ſmiling ſcorh, 1 5 
5 e 'd the flowing can 
And prov'd myſelf” from ſtem to fon 


A failor and a man: 

To Indies, Eaſt and Weſt, I aid, 4 
The line eroſs'd oꝰer and o' er, 

Ere on my native beach I hail'd 
My pretty Poll on ſhore. 


We jig 28d it at a merry dance, ; 
a oth Aid w to part, 
My timbers ſtout may ſtart by chance, 
But Engliſh oak's my heart. 
Ten Tet bat fortune cheerly ſmile, 
And hand me gold galore, 1 
Why, all che ſum of all my toil © 
Is prey Felt en mute. e e n e 


ö — —— - 
UANrrU or 5 - ors 
Sung by Mr. WaTntn, it BAN TAN- Dar. 


When on board of the Hector I firſt went to ſea, _ 
How the boatſwain did grumble and he. 
I ſwore that no longer a ſatlor-I'd be, 
Till they ſerv'd my allowance of grog. 
It was then rough or fair, ſafe moor'd or 75 ſeas 
Going large from the land, or cloſe under the leas 
For, to reef or to ſteer, N 
Or to tack or to veer, 
Up the hatehway ſo merrily jog; 
| _ While, to moiſten my eye, 
Miſter Purſer, favs I, 
Pray, where's my allowance of grog? 


Once ſick of a fever a whole week I lay, 
From my hammock I hardly could jog; 
Tuſt like ſome old junk they had ftow'd me away, 


And — my allowance of grog: 
| Keep 


— 4 


Keep her full, ſays I; boy, or you're taken check, 
And 17 ſharks will be making a meal of poor Jack; 
For, the doctor's mate ſaid © 
He was ſure I was dead, 
1 ill I call'd him an impudent dog: 
| Hard a ftarboard, ys I, 
You lubber, you lie! : 
All J wants is my * of £798: 


. © 


A MEDLEY. © 
By My. BRIT TOR. 


Aſk me for a ſong? Egad, you'll ſoon wiſh you had'nt! 
My taſte, well as voice, having nought but what's bad in't. 
But, fince upon me *twas your pleaſure to call, — 

Ful do my beſt endeavour to fing = 
How ſweet in the woodlands, with — 

—— Four-and-twenty-drammers all on a row: 

There was tantararara, I rub adub, adub, adub, 

— And a'long-tail Pig. a ſhort- tail pig, 
And ee | : 
| A ſow-pig, a boar-pig, 
— And Dorothy Dump, w a mutter and” mump, 
An " + 50g | 1 7 

1 dear o'me! what ſhall I do? 

- You love not me, yet I love you! 
Whene'er my torments I diſcloſe ' 3 
You'try — 85 

— Dear, dear, rer 7 
Oh, dear! what can the matter be? with 

— Tabitha Twiſt, who'd a mind to be kifs'd, 
And cry*d, © For you, Walter, I die!” — 

n 1 2 be d—n'd, then,” fays rr 
—HYolt eparture from this 4 o pretty, 
And for England” 's own ſelf o'er the Fun, hy 4 

— We canter'd along until it grew dark, 
- Galloping dreary dun. | g 
— The nightingale ſung — x, 9 
| n | r 


(. 6-3 
Peaceful ſlumb' ring on the ocean, 
Sailors fear no dangers nigh. — - 
— When up came a cobler, whoſe name it was Stout, 
2 8175 Fal, lal, lal, lal. 
And he took up his lap- ſtone, and knock d out — 
— The little farthing ruſhlight, 
125 5 Fal, lal, lal, lal. 
The little farthing ruſhlight. 7 i 
Then Sir Solomon he out of bed popt his toes, 
And vaſtly he ſwore and very much did curſe light; 
Then up to the chimney Sir Solomon he goes, — 
— And rolPd about: | 
— An old woman clothed in grey, 
wt Whoſe daughter was charming and young, 
: | And ſhe was deluded away — Eh : 
At the dead of the night when with whiſky inſpir'd, = 
— I jumpt upon land to my neck up in water, 
Or I'll never more ſing about 
; — An old woman, God bleſs her! 
Who threw her leg over the dreſſer, 
A ten-penny nail hitch'd in hr tail, 
And tore out — X 2 
. — Four-and tweiity barbers all on a fow: 
P. There was frizzee, frizpowder, and pomatum, 
Two ruffles and never a ſhirt; 
Tis curſed hard times, your honours, but = - 
— [I'd no more mind the times than a puff of dumpling duſt, 
But my wife, — Oh! ſhe's the plague of my life; 
For, laſt night, I caught her lock d up with — 


* 2 


. A flaxen-headed plough- boy, as ſimple as may be. 
| E But, 25 x oth for * : 
For my trades come as pat, 
They all come as pat as they can: 
So, for ſhaving or t:oth-drawing, . 
4 | Bleeding, cabbaging, or ſawing, . * 
Dicky Goſſip. Dicky, Dicky, is-the man. 
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always ſmile when they ſaw me, for all they uſed to 


6 * 
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"THE OLD LOVER.. 


Sung by Mr. Dxxs, at the WR derb in 
.  VALENTINE'S Dax. 8 


Uasbobs, my chicken! why deny 
So ſmall a boon? Why this alarm? 
It's quite abſurd to cry * Oh fie! 73 
I'm ſure I can do you no harm: N f 
Beſides, as we fo ſoon ſhall wedß, 
Pray where's the harm to fleal a kiſs ? 
There's not a girl in all our town 
Can fay that I have done amiſs. 


[ Spoken. ] No, no, the worſt the girls can ſay of me 
is, that I am a little given to the — Ri tol de ri du 
dol, and Fol de rol de riddle rol, &c. 5 


When I was young, Lord! who but I, 
At each unlucky rig the firſt; 
Art fight of me the girls would fly, 
For, ſure they were to nap the ruſt: 
Fegs, I us'd to ſqueeze and teaze | 
The pretty rogues; indeed tis true! 
And then, ſirs, when a kiſs I'd ſteal, 2 
They ſmile and cry, Adone, now, do! 5 


polen. Ves, yes, the little dear rogues would 


threaten to tell their mothers of me and my — Tel tot 
ach ri dol lot; Set: We. A 


So come, my deary, don't delay, 
You know you.promis'd me laſt night 
That this ſhould be our weddi ng- day; 
Say yes, and all will then 3 — 
And, — the ſupper's o'er and paſt, 
The gueſts retire, we're left alone ; 
And then, to crown the joke at laſt, 
And fniſh all, the Rocking” 5 rows. 


| Spoken.) 


* * 


11 


me 


Len.) 


"wh 


Then your ſtupi! old quidnuncs, to hear 'em all cater, 


So he gives but the foes of old EPS a 


C 9) 


[ Spoken. ] Ha! ha! ha! dn me but that's the beſt 
part of the whole ceremony; I was always fond of 
throwing the ſtocking, becauſe after that vou know - 
it's — Ri tol de ri aol lol, &c. Kc. 


——ů—ůů— ; 
WHO CARES? _ 
Written and ſung by Mr. DiBD1N. 

If lubberly landſmen, to gratitude ſtrangers, 
Still curſe their unfortunate ſtars; | 

Why what would they ſay did they try but the dangers. 
Encounter'd by true-hearted tars? 

If life's veſſel they put fore the wind, or hey rack her, 
Or whether bound here or there, 


Give *em ſea- room, good fellowſhip, grog, and 3 
Well then — damme if Jack cares Where. 


% 


* » 


The devil can't tell you what for, | 
Though they don't know a gun from — 
About and conſarning of war! [chatter 


While for king. wife, and friend, he's through ev? ry thing 
With duty ſtill proud to comply, ubbing, 


Why then — damme if Jack cares why. 


And then, when good fortune has crown'd his endeavours, 
And he comes home with ſhiners galore 4 "Lv E 
Well, what if ſo be he ſhould laviſh his favours 
On ev'ry Poor object long ſliore? EET 
Since money's the needle: that points 10 good nature, 
Friend, enemy, falſe, or tue, FE 
So it goes to reheve a diſtreſsꝰd emares 
Well then — damme if Jacle cares who. 


Don't you ſte how ſome diff'rent thing ev'ry one's 


To take the command of a rib? Iwwigging. 

Some are all for the . and ſome for the 

And ſome for the cut of her jib; Trigging, 
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K 
Though poor, ſome will take her in tow to defend her, 


And again ſome are all for the rich; | 
As for I, ſo ſhe's young, her heart honeft and tender, - 
Well then — damme if Jack cares which. | 


Why now, if they Ke for to talk about living, 
My eyes, why a little will ard * 
Let each a ſmall part of his pittance be giving, 
And who in this nation can ſtarve? 
Content's all the thing; = rough or calm be the weather, 
The wind on the beam or the bow, 
So honeſtly he can ſplice both ends together, 
Well then — damme if Jack cares how. 
And then for a bring- up, d' ye ſee, about dying, 
On which ſuch a racket they keep: 
What argufies if in a church- yard you're lying, 
Or find out your grave in the deep? 7 
Of one thing we're certain, whatever our calling, 
Death will bring us all up; and what then? 
So his conſcience's tackle will bear overhauling, 
Why then — damme if Jack cares when. 


15040 05 15 — 
EHE SAILOR's CONSOLATION. 
| | BI Mr. DiB DIN. 
panking Jack was ſo comely, ſo pleaſant, ſo jolly, 
Though winds blew great guns, ſtill he'd whiſtle and 
Jack lov d his friend, and · vas true to his Molly, [ſing ; 
And, if honour gives greatneſs, was great as a king: 


One night as we drove WH two reefs in the mainſail, 
And the ſeud came on low' ring upon a lee-ſhore, 


Jack went up alot for to hand the top-gallant fail, 


A ſpray waſn'd him off, and we ne'er ſaw him more! 

But grieving's a 3 come let us be jolly, 

If we've troubles at ſea, boys, we've pleaſures aſhore. 
nt! 1 Whiffling 


1 
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er, Whiffling Tom ſtill of miſchief or fun in the middle, 
Through life in all weathers at random would jog *t 
He'd dance, and he'd fing, and he'd play on the fiddle, 
And ſwig. with an air his allowance of grog: 
Longſide of a Don, in the Terrible frigate, 
As yard-arm and yard-arm we lay off the ſhore, _ 
In and out Whiffling Tom did fo caper and jig it, 
That his head was ſhot off, and we ne er ſaw him more! 


But grieving's a folly; &c. 


„ 


er, 


Bonny Ben was to each jolly meſſmate a brother, 
He was manly and honeſt, good-natur'd and free; 
If ever one tar was more true than another 
To his friend and his duty, that ſailor was he: 
One day, with the david to heave the kedge-anchor, 
Ben went in the boat on a bold craggy ſhore, 
He overboard tipt, when a ſhark, — and a ſpanker + 
Soon nipt him in two, and we ne'er ſaw him more! 
But grieving's a folly, '&c. 


Byt, what of it all, lads, ſhall we be down-hearted, - '\ 
Becauſe that may-hap we now-take our laſt ſup? ? 
Life's cable muſt one day or other be parte, 

And Death in faſt moorings will bring us all up: 

But, *tis always the way on't, one ſcarce ſinds a brother, 

Fond as pitch, honeſt, hearty; and true to the core, 
But by battle or ſtorm,” or ſome d—n'd thing or other, 
He's popp'd off the hooks, and we ne'er ſee him more! 
4 But grieving's a folly, &c. 


* 
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Sung by Mr. BANNISTER, Jun. in the SHIPWRECK. 
In the courſe of my life I have ſeen many nations, 


P've ſeen many ſtates, and have fill'd many ſtations; 
Ez | The 
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The valet by turns with the maſter Pve been, 
And i in each various ſtate. various fortune have ſeen; 
115 With the high and the low, 
| By turns thus we go, 

With a hob and a nub, 
| And a jerk and a bob, — 

[ Speaks. ] But I'd. always a great inclination to be 
maſter, fo I ſung - Britons never will be ſlaves.” 


A boldier I-ſerv'd in a fearful campaign, ſir, 
But nel er felt the courage I then learnt to feign, fir, 
Then parade it and ſtrut it in ſprightly cockade, 
Which all the world knows oft a captain has made: 
- From ſloven to fop, 
Then by turns we pop, 
With a hob and a no | 
| "And a jerk and a bob, ow” 

L Speaks. ] But I didn't like a ſoldier's life, fo I uſed 


to fing 
* Britain's beſt bulwarks are her wooden walls. 5 


A ſailor I've been, and have plough'd'the ſilt fea, fun, 
And of all ſorts of lives ſtill a ſailor's for me, ſir, 
PII ſhun all the "ow and _ er racket, 
And change ev' ry ſuit for a ſailor's 8 
122 — the high and the lo-,- 
Still the wind may bloß. 
With a hob and a nob, 1% 9 
| Aude e be ; £35038 | 
09% al 80 now 1 care for _— but to- dance 
upon ec, and ſing— | 
cc Send him victorious, 
Happy and glorious, 
Long to reign Over us, 
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THE ENGAGEMENT: 
A new Sea-Song, by James Dar. 


Apollo, juſt riſen, illumin'd the deep, 
Our ſhip ſkim'd its ſurface with proſperous gale, 


When our boatſwain arous'd.our companions from ſleep, 


And proclaim'd the approach of an enemy's fail. 
With ardour each mariner burn'd for the fight,” . 
Deſpiſing the cowardly language of fear, 
Our commander was ſkilful, our tackle was tight, 
And the frigate for action was inſtantly clear. 


A broad-fide our gallant antagoniſt pour'd, 


And volumes of ſmoke intercepted the day; 

Now Britain's bold thunder tremendouſly roar'd, 
And her terror-wing'd balls flew deſtructive away: 

Yet ſiercer the awful encounter became, 

The Frenchmen engaging, reſolv'd to the laſt, 

His colours ſtill wav'd ' midſt ſlaughter and flame, 
Aﬀix'd to the ſhatter'd remains of a maſt. 


What a ſcene of deſtruction unfalded to view, 


He ſunk overwhelm'd in the mercileſs wave, 
And, alas! not a ſoul could our reſolute crew, 
By the ardour of Britiſh humanity, fave : 
Oh! ſoon may the nations to friendſhip return, £1 
And command the contention of brothers to ceaſe, + 
While they drop a ſad tear o'er the warriors urn, 
May they twine with the laurel the olive of peace! 


* * 


> bo. * * 
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Written by Mr. T. Di1201n, and g Y Mrs. Dinning 


„ SADLERS* WELLS. 
The life of a ſailor's a queer life enough, . 
Like the ocean he rides on, oft ſmooth and oft rough, 
| ny es 
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Yet to-day, he enjoys, and ſcarce thinks of to-morrow ; 
For, thinking is trouble, and trouble is ſorrow : 
So he fights and he loves, 
And he drinks and he laughs, 
And the health of his king and his ſweetheart he quaffs; 
While the joy of all joys that a ſailor can know, | 
Is to help a poor friend and to beat a proud foe. 


When TI hear your wiſe folks of philoſophers cry,” 
Avaſt with your finnical lingo! ſays I: "© 
For, if I know an oar from a fail or a ſpar, 
*Tis an outlandiſh name for an honeſt Jack tar: 
For he takes all things eaſy, 
He drinks and he laughs, 
| And the health, &c. 


Should he meet a rough ſquall or a queer-looking ſky, 
Why he knows that complaining would be all my eye; 
He nor fears it, nor braves it, for each is a fin, 
And when the ſtorm's over, the calm muſt begin: 

So he keeps up his courage, 

He drinks and he laughs, 

| 74; And the health, e. 

Should he meet with Mounſeer he has no care but one, 
To ſhew him our tars know the uſe of a gun; 

While of ſtriking bold ſtrokes they palaver and brag, 

They may ſtrike what they will, — but they ſhan't ftrike 

For he fights and he loves, This flag: 

- He drinks and he laugũhs © 
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Written by Mr. Coin, ad ung Y Mr. Dio n- 
* ron, ress“ WELLS. 
is many monthsz weeks, and odd glaſſes, 
Since laſt I ſet fait on a crave, 
Naw come home, I could make all the laſſes 


As rich as a parcel of Jews, 


Why, 


W 3 


Ts; 


She for-life would her colon ee irik i 


1 


Why, chars s Poll and there's one Bet Docker 
Keep ſuch a tight watch for the { | 

When they're up to the ſhot in my 3 
They'll be at me like ſo many ſharks. 


Sing Tol lol de rol, &c. 


te comes aſhore, ſplice my cable, 
Theſe huſſies, I'm telling no fib, ” 
The ftate of. bl pocket are Fabi 
To tell by * cut of his jib: 
If they find that the ſhiners are plenty, 
They can coax the poor lad for his pelf, 
But they look, ſhould his pockets broke empty, 
As ſour as the devil himſelf. 


Now this being che eaſe, dye hk! me, 
I does'nt ſtand any ſuch fun; 


Their palaver and nonſenſe can't blind me, 


Jack Marlinſpike's not to be done: 


mM drive cloſe to the wind, never fear me, 


And keep a ſharp look out a-head, 


And then why, perhaps, they may queer me, 


But, d- ye ſee if * doz I' be dead! 
Sing Tol lol de rol, & c. 


To be * there's girl pretty . Sally - 
Has oft made my. heaft ; jump about, 


Then why ſhould we Rand ah, 1 
| A ſweetheart e en ee | . 
Who knows but Pve got heg g liking, * 
And then, if {6 bers as W 


Wiy N all N 0 FE Pa ia 1 
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' TOBACCO; 


P 


Sing Tel lol de rol, e. 


(4) 
TOBACCO, GROG, AND FLIP. 


Written by T. DIBDIN, and ſung at SabpL ERS WELLS. 


Whate'er the pleaſures known on ſhore, 
They have no charms for me, 
Be mine the ſea, I aſk no more, 


A 
1 
. 


When tir'd of land, our 3 low, 
With will alert we ſteer, b 
O'er hoſtile ſeas attack the foe, 
For ſailors know no fear : 
Our prize in tow, we're all agog 
For freſn tobacco, flip, and grog, 
In port each ſeeks his fav'rite laſs, 
And bids the world unheeded paſs. 


Thus let me fail, and low and drink, 
Though folks on land look big, 
Pleas'd with my lot, I'll ſcorn to think 
| Their ſtations worth a fig: 
While Pve tobacco, grog, and flip, 
An eaſy gale, a ght bail. ſhip, 
A friend that's true, à fav*rite laſs, 
The globe unheeded* round may paſs. 


Writes by Me Lowbbxtn; Find and fon by Me Dron- | 


„ at rs ars, * 
Odlo we e for a ſeaman to Hulk 
Under gin gingerbread hatches aſhore; 
What a d—n'd bad job, that this batter'd old bulk 
Can't be rigg'd out for ſea once more: I 
ut 


LS. 


But 


( 45. ) 


But the puppies as hay paſs, 
Cocking up a ſquinting glaſs, 

Thus run down the old Commodore; 

That's the old Commodore, | 

The rum old Commodore, 

The outy old Commodore — He! 
Why the bullets and the gout _ 

e ſo knock'd his hull about, 
That he'1! never more be fit for ſea. 


Hers am I in diftreſs like a ſhip bre 
Not a'tow-rope at hand, nor an oar, 
I am left by my crew, and may I be flogg's 
But the doctor's a ſon of a whore! 
While I'm ſwallowing his flops, 
How nimble are his chops, 
Thus queering the old Commodore 3 
A bad caſe, Commodore, 
Can't ſay, Commodore, 
Mus'nt flatter, Commodore, ſays he, 
For the bullets and the gout — | 
Have ſo knock d your hultabouty. 
'That you'll never more be fit for ſea. 


What! no more to be afloat? blood and ge! 
I'm a ſeaman, and only three -ſcore, 1 


\ : 


And if, as tell me, 'm likel to dis. 
„ 8 — | 


$, let me not die aſho 
As to death *tis all a «joke, 8 
Sailors live in fire a | 
So at leaſt ſays an old Commodore, 
kde rum — Sen | 
Ns ve hong 8 
Nor the Pen 
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SENTIMENTS, Ge. 


A Speedy] peace to al Europe. 
Friendſhip in marble, and anime 
The three L's: — Life, Love, and Ts 


1 
2 
-Þ 


A 
4 May every Britiſh ſeaman fight * and be re- 


warded honourably. ' 
5 May Awarice looſe his eure, and B. find it. 


8 May the , Miſs Fortune never bear down upon us. 


7 Pleaſure without meaſure, and gain without 
8 May the /qualls of Adwerfity never diſable our bulk. 
9 May the avaves of Melancholy never overwhelm us. 
to May we ever have in uſe the compaſs of Reaſon. 
11. May health and nor: be our cabin-paſſengers through 
the ſea of life. 


12 May we never be in want of 9 Newland's pa 


13 May the clouds of War be ſoon diſpelled by = fan 1 


2 May M/s Fortune ever 75 us. 


* tars of old England ever preſerve their ini 
ently ſound, to purſue and conquer tÞ-ir enemies. 


| a May the enemies gf good order ever feel diſorder. 


17 May the Briti mirals always act admirably. 
18 May the enemi of virtue have their bgures drawn at 
full length, and à gallows be the frame. | 


DE 


19 May Friendip 2 be caſt away. 


all treacherogs/enemics be w kad on th ad 


„ee we. 


21 A bumper, | 1 Fan, 111 of our "hear 
From ſüeh, wy boys, e near depart.” © 
22 Cham pain td Fen ids, and 7 in to our ſham 
ones. ñx7˙B 2 | 
23 Good lack til we eff Avait! * 0 
24 Liberality to the rich, and riches to the liberal. 
25 my Reafon be the pilot when Paſſion blows the The 
2 


FVV 


16 3 of friendſhip, and hs funeral of aui. 
moſity. 

;7 The man we prize, and the maid we love. | 

$ Valour without cruelty, and virtue without hypocriſy. *., 

9 A rich cargo, fair weather, and hearty meſſmates. 


o May no f the ocean ever be devoured by his 
; mother. 

1 May the eg of folly never disſigure the face of a tar. 
1 : May tg * meet a hearty and cg 
Ty welcomes” 
*. WW; May all 1 feel the oppreſſion of Mitſs F ortune 
us. 
ſeven- fold. 
5 May the unfortunate feel a quick and aging reprieve 
a from trouble. 
us. I May Miſs Fortune be tranſported from our iſle. 

| The fteady friends of Britain. 
arougßt t May the tears of diſtreſs be wiped away by 1 the ſoft 
paper of Abraham Newland. | 

* May poverty never be able to carry enough fail to 
ae 1 overtake us. | 

May the poor never want bread ; and may the cruſty 
zuben l *g0es who would take it from thea, never taſte the 
FIND crumb of comfort. 
nemies g The ſailor's delight, — a Kind Jas a cann of flip, and 
„an enemy in chaſe. 
— May we kiſs whom we pleaſe, and pleaſe whom we kiſs. 
rawn a Mov we always be bomb-proof againſt villany. | 
„love for = — a bottle and a kind miſteſ. 

i May the devil never ey vit 2 h N 0 'e ® 

land 2 company at home. 1 5 


May marth and good fel 2 | 
_ Boys, fill up a bumper, au 
A The Lord of glis*Manor * 
ur ſham ¶ May we eſcape all Pet 
May our pen be fore=runnets of pains 
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